The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Quee. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time; ile loofe roy daughter to him, 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And be not from his reafonfalne thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a State 
But kcepe a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Quee. But looke where fadly the poore wretch comet reading, 

Pol. Away, I do befeech you both away.Ea-*/ Kwg and Queem, 
Ile boord him prcfentlyj oh giuc me lcauc, 

How docs my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmongcr. 

Pol. NotlmyLord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man. 

Pel. Honcllmy Lord. 

Ham. 1 fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pick: out of ten thou! and, 

Pol. That's very true my Lord. 

• Ham. For if the Sun breed maggots in a dead dogge, beings 
good kiffing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Pol . I haue my Lord. 

Ham , Let her not walkci'th Sun, conception is a bjeffing, 
But as your daughter may conceiue, friend looke to’t. 

Pol '. How fay you by that, ft 11 harping on my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft,a faid I was a Fifhmonger,a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, I fuffered much extremity for loue , very 
neerechis. lie fpeake to him agains. What doe you readercy 
Lord. 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord, 
v i Ham. Bctweene who, 

Pol . I meanc the matter that you read my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders fir; fort he Satcricall Rogue fates here, thatoid 
men haue grey beards, that their faces arc wrinkled , their eies 
purging thick Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they hauei 
, , » plenty 


Prince c/Denmarke.’ 

i % Tnl I heke of wit, together with molt weake hams.alt xvhich 

walke out of the arte my Lord ? 

Indeed that’s out of the aire;how pregnant fometime? 

Tolo. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. . 

Polo. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he *s. 

Pof.God faueyou fir. 

GhjI. My honor’d Lord. 

Sf^MyTxdellent good friends, how doft thou Gmldenfterne? 
A Re, fetter am, good lads how doe you both ? 

RoK As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we are not eucr happy on Fortunes lap, 

Wc are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of herihooei 

TlKn y?u lLel’out her waft.ot in the middle of her fa ; 

Gayl. Faith her priuates we. . ' : . vH ors » 

Ha. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,lne is a ltrumpet 

Whatnewes? , . n , 

RoC. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but yournewes n not 
But in the beaten way otfriendftup.what make you at Elfonoure ? 
Rof. To vifityoumy Lord,no otheroccafion» 

JLjfw.Repger th'tl am,I am euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends, my thanks are too dearc a halfpenyj 
wereyou not fent fot?.is it your ewnc inclining?!* ita free vifita 
sion? come, come,deaie iufllv wit 
Gftjl. What fhould wc fay m 


b me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
y Lend ? 
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